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INTRODUCTION 

While there is much of fancy in the "ad- 
ventures/' many of the incidents are foimded 
upon fact. 

Once upon a time six Sunday School boys 
did help tiieir teacher in the finding of homes 
for six kittens. 

The treatment of the over-burdened maid, 
who fell ill, came under the notice of the author 
in the original case, however, minus the 
"generous check" and kindly doctor. 

Many of the beautiful Angora cats in the 
homes of the residents of the Casco Bay 
islands testify to the manner in which these 
delicate animals have been left by summer 
people to battle with the frigid winter climate, 
and they also testify to the kindness of heart 
of those who gave them shelter. 

Thanks are due Mrs. Florence E. Dyer for 
pictures of her handsome pets, and for her 
interest and sympathy in this little book. 

If, through its pages, the hearts of its read- 
ers may be quickened to thoughtfulness for 
those who may not speak for themselves, the 
dumb creatures, who often, in their loyalty 
and devotion, put us to shame, it will have 
served a higher purpose than an hour's 
amusement. 



''And God made the beast of the earth after 
his kind, and cattle after their kind, and every- 
thing that creepeth upon the earth after his 
kind: and God saw that it was good/' 

Gen. 1 : 25. 



I 

EARLY DAYS 

The first thing I can remember is 
being blind and weak and wobbly as I 
bumped against my little furry brothers 
and sisters in our nice, soft bed* 

When I was only dght days old I 
opened my eyes and took a look at my 
small world* So far as I could see it 
was just a nest full of wriggling kitty* 
cats with a big, big fence around it. 

As soon as I got strong enough to hop 
over that fence, I found that it was 
only a square, wooden box in the 
comer of a nice, warm kitchen* In it 
was a pillow covered with a white 
sheet, for, my mistress said^ "Kittens 
ought to have nice beds as well as little 
children." 

She said this to our master, the 
gentle, fim-loving man of the house, as 
he stood with his hands in his pockets 
looking down upon us and laughing at 
our pranks. 

There were great discussions between 
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them regarding our pedigree, and very 
early in life we learned that cats, as 
well as people, have family trees, and 
that our mother, who was a handsome, 
orange colored cat, was half Angora, 
and a direct descendant from some 
famous ancestor whose name was "Ham- 
ish." 

Surely the knowledge of our blue 
blood ought to have made us a very 
proper and well behaved family. 

One day, when we were only a few 
weeks old, we heard our mistress tell a 
kind faced lady, as they peeped into 
our bed, that we were really quite a 
valuable litter of kittens, adding, "es- 
pecially the longest haired ones." 

'^Whatever are you going to do with 
them?'' inquired the lady, and our 
mistress replied, "I think I shall ask 
my six Simday School boys to help me 
find good homes for them.'' 

''Could you trust the boys?" she 
asked, and then my mistress stood up 
very straight and repeated the ques- 
tion, "Trust the boys? Indeed I could! 
They are the nicest little fellows in all 
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the world, my very best friends and 
helpers/' 

The next day was Sunday, and our 
mother-cat had an extra good dinner of 
chicken and giblet gravy with a big 
ice-cream dish to lick out. I liked the 
smell of that dinner, and tried my best 
to steal some of it, but Nora, the maid, 
kept grabbing me by the tail and drag- 
ging me away, saying, "Meat'U kill ye 
sure. They niver gives it to kittens." 

She warmed a pan of milk for us, and 
we licked it up as fast as possible with 
our tiny, pink tongues. We hadn't any 
of us learned to eat quite properly, so 
some of us wet our noses and sneezed 
and spattered it about. The floor was 
covered with oilcloth and Nora good- 
naturedly remarked, "Niver you mind. 
The milk will make it shine." 

Dainty sister Fluff put one foot in 
the dish and shook it in disgust. Nora 
stood with her hands on her hips laugh- 
ing at us, while our mother-cat sat 
contentedly purring and watching her 
little family, when the door bell gave a 
noisy peal. 
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Every one of us made a run for our 
box and hid behind it. In a few mo- 
ments we crept out again and finished 
our meal, brother Bill getting into the 
pan with all fours and licking up the 
last drop. 

Very soon our mistress came into 
the room bringing with her six jolly, 
big boys. 

We learned that she had asked them 
at Simday School if they would help 
her find good homes for our little family, 
and they had answered, "We'd like to 
see the cats first before we promise,'' 
wanting to be sure we were worth 
their trouble. They had eaten their 
dinners quickly and then started out 
to look us up. 

Picking up brother Billie our mis- 
tress said, "Don't you call that a hand- 
some kitten? He is the odd one of the 
family in color. See how long and 
soft his fur is and how evenly those 
blue-gray lines run over his back." 

"What's his name?'^ asked Gordon 
Barnes. "Oh, we have all sorts of 
names for this fxmny little fellow," she 



"DONT YOO CALL THAT A HANDSOME KITTEN?" 
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replied. "Sometimes we call him Bill, 
the Blazer, because of that queer mark 
across his nose." Wiggling his fingers 
and calling to him Gordon said, "'Come 
over here to me, you little Blue Blazes. 
I'll find a home for you all right You're 
a regular little prize cat." 

"Oh say," exclaimed Ernest Emer- 
son, "those little strawberry blondes 
take my eye. They look as much alike 
as Betty and Priscilla Alden. What do 
you call them?^' 

^'We have named them Buttercup 
and Dandelion," replied the mistress. 

"But how do you know which is 
which?" queried Ernest. "They look 
exactly alike to me." 

Holding them up the mistress said, 
"'At first glance they certainly do, but 
see; Dandelion has darker eyes and 
only three white feet, while Buttercup 
has four." 

Ernest and Roger Hill decided that 
they would ask Mrs. Alden if she would 
like the yellow beauties for Christmas 
presents for her twins. Our mistress 
thought they would be old enough by 
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that time to leave our mother-cat. 

"What's the matter with this short 
haired little yellow cat sitting up so 
straight?" asked Chester Miller (mean- 
ing me). "What's his name?" 

"Sandy," answered the mistress, "and 
he's the smartest kitten of them all. 
He opened his eyes and hopped out of 
his box two days before any of the 
others." 

"You're just about all right," said 
Chester to me. When I heard that I 
tipped my head on one side and gave 
him a good look. Yes, I decided at once 
that he was just about all right too, so 
I crawled right up his trousers leg as 
fast as I could climb. When I reached 
his shoulder he cuddled me up in his 
neck and said in a soft, puny voice, 
"Nice kitty, good little cat. A feller'd 
have to be awful mean to hurt a little 
thing like you. I'll keep you myself if 
my mother'U let me." 

"Oh Chet," asked one of the boys, 
"what in the world do you want of 
more cats over at your house? You've 
got four already." 
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'1 know it/' said Chester, "but Vd 
like this Uttle fellow to ride round with 
me on my bicycle. All the others are 
too big." 

Alfred Cook picked up brother Ca- 
ruso and exclaimed, "Say, boys, listen. 
Hear him sing. Just like an old cat." 

"Our Caruso is certainly a star 
singer," said our mistress. Alfred 
promised to try and find a good home 
for him. 

Little sister Fluffy sat washing her 
face and hands just the way she'd seen 
our mother-cat do it, scrubbing away 
around behind her ears. Luther Wes- 
ton, after watching her a moment, 
walked over and picked her up, remark- 
ing, "Well, I don't see but the last boy 
gets the last cat. Suits me all right. 
She's the beauty of the bunch." 

Our mistress said, "She's such a 
dainty, fuzzy, little thing, I have named 
her Fluffy Ruffles." 

"I wonder," mused Luther, "if Mary 
Louise Bennett, who sits all day in a 
wheel chair, wouldn't like you? Any 
way, I'll ask her mother about it. 
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All this time our mother-cat had eyed 
the boys suspiciously, making anxious 
little soimds. Once or twice she had 
growled and let out a spit at them. 

As Luther Weston put Fluffy Ruf- 
fles down she seized her by the back of 
the neck and carried her over to our 
box. The boys soon left the kitchen, 
and she busied herself washmg our 
faces and combing our hair with her 
rough tongue. 

Calling softly to us, "M-r-r-rou. M- 
r-r-r-rou," she gathered us into the 
bed, after which she sang us all to 
sleep. In our dreams we had visions of 
beautiful homes that were to be ours in 
future days. 

Later I awoke and saw our mother-cat 
sitting up straight on a rug near the 
stove looking very thoughtful, and 
she wasn't singing any more. 



II 

FLUFFY RUFFLES FINDS A HOME 

It was the day before Christmas and 
we kittens were having a great frolic. 
Bill and I were in the midst of a wrestling 
matck First, he bumped my head on 
the floor and then I banged his. With 
arms aroimd each other's necks we 
rolled over and over until finally Bill 
got rough and bit me. I let out a howl 
and ran behmd the stove to lick my 
bruises. Buttercup and Dandelion had 
tipped over Nora's work basket and 
were busy knocking the spools of thread 
about, winding them aroimd the leg of a 
chair, while our mother, watching her 
little family, purred a loud cat-melody, 
when the door bell rang a noisy peal. 
Every one of us stopped our play and 
looked at each other. Somehow, we 
felt that great things were about to 
happen. 

Although Luther Weston had said, 
"The last boy gets the last cat," he was 
the first to find a home for one of us. 
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and he had come to tell our mistress 
that Mrs. Bennett, who lived two doors 
away, would like Fluffy Ruffles for 
little Mary Louise. 

When, a bit later, our mother-cat 
went out for a walk, sister Fluff was 
put into a basket and carried over to 
the Bennett home. 

Pretty soon our mother returned, and 
looking all around the room she called 
in a puny voice, "M-r-r-rou, M-r-r-rou." 

Gathering us all into the kitty-box, 
she went searching about the Idtchen 
for child number six. Looking Nora in 
the eye she asked in plain cat language, 
"Me-ow, what have you done with one 
of my children?" 

"There!'' cried Nora, "did you iver 
know the beat of that? Don't tell me a 
cat can't count!" 

Our mistress came out, and taking 
our mother in her lap she patted her 
head and stroked her fur, saying to her, 
"Your little fluffy child has gone to a 
beautiful home, and you must be a nice 
little kitty and try not to miss her." 

She was given an extra good supper 
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and after that seemed more contented, 
but she didn't purr very much when she 
put us to sleep. Caruso and I did a 
duet, and we were soon in dreamland. 

Later our mother stole out, when 
somebody left the door ajar, and pretty 
soon we heard her mewing outside. 
Nora quickly opened the door and in 
she hopped with Fluffy Ruffles by the 
back of the neck. 

Nora called to our master and mis- 
tress, and they hurried into the kitchen, 
our master singing, "And the cat came 
back.'' Putting Fluff into the bed, our 
mother climbed in and sang us a fine 
lullaby. 

We learned next day how our mother 
stole in at the open kitchen window of 
the Bennett home, where she found 
Fluffy eating a saucer of milk, and 
seizing her in the usual cat fashion 
brought her back to the family circle. 

When Mary Louise found her kitten 
was gone she wept aloud. Her mother 
said, "Be patient, dear, until morning, 
and you shall have her back." 

After breakfast she and our mistress 
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came into the kitchen, patted our mother 
cat and talked to her, and when they 
took Fluff away she made no resist- 
ance. Having seen the nice home that 
Fluffy was to have, perhaps she had 
decided that she could trust her dainty 
kitten to her new friends. 

Mary Louise was a dear little girl, 
but she could not run and play like 
other children of her age. When she 
was six years old she was swiously in- 
jured by being thrown from her father's 
automobile. They were having a de- 
lightful ride when suddenly a motor 
cycle came whirring around a comer. 
In trying to avoid a collision. Jack, the 
chauffeur, ran the car into a tree, throw- 
ing everybody out. Mary seemed to be 
hurt the least of any of them, but when 
she got over her bruises it was found 
that she could not walk. 

Many doctors came to see her, and 
at last took her to a hospital for an 
operation. When they brought her 
home the doctor said, ''AH she needs 
now is confidence. Let her try to walk 
a few steps every day, and she will soon 
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be running about like other children." 

Now, although Mary Louise was a 
gentle little girl, she simply would not 
try to walk. Father and mother would 
coax and plead with her daily, and she 
would weep and beg them to please let 
her alone, saying, "If you only knew 
how perfectly dreadful it makes my back 
feel you wouldn't ever ask me to try it.'' 

Finally the doctor said, "Don't force 
her. Be patient. Give her plenty of 
fresh air and let her watch other chil- 
dren romp and play. It will all come 
about in good time." 

But her parents were almost begin- 
ning to be discouraged as they saw how 
perfectly content she was to roll herself 
about in her wheel chair. 

On Christmas morning she was up 
stairs lying on a couch in the sunny 
nursery when her mother brought the 
kitten back to her. She laughed in high 
glee as she snuggled her up in her arms 
and said, "I'll just keep you right up 
here with me all day, and then your 
mother won't come and get you again." 

Nurse came in and said, "Lie and 
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rest, little girl, while I go and help 
mamma decorate the table/' for all 
the uncles, aunts and cousins were 
coming for Christmas dinner. As she 
went out of the room she opened a 
window to let in a bit of fresh air, and 
picking up a rubber ball she rolled it 
over to the couch. 

Puss hopped out of Mary's arms and 
immediately gave chase. The child 
lay watching her and laughing to see her 
knock it from one side of the room to 
the other. 

All at once the kitten stopped her 
play, as she caught sight of the lace 
curtains fluttering in the breeze. Up 
she ran on one of them, clinging to the 
meshes with her sharp little claws. 
The higher she climbed the more fright- 
ened she became. "Wow, Wow," she 
called, as the breeze blew her in and 
out of the open window like the pendu- 
lum of a clock. 

"Mamma, Mamma, Nursee!" screamed 
Mary Louise, but there was such a noise 
and chatter down stairs nobody heard 
her frantic cries. 
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Almost before she realized what she 
was doing, the little girl rose to her feet 
and staggered over to the window to the 
rescue. Up the walk came her father, 
and imagine his surprise and joy to 
see her standing there. 

Clinging to the sill with one hand and 
holding on to Fluff with the other, she 
called, "Hurry up, daddy dear, and 
rU wait right here for you. I walked 
here all myself." 

Father unlocked the door and sprang 
up the stairs two steps at a time. 

What a day of rejoicing it was for 
everybody in the family! 

When Mary Louise said her prayers 
that night she added, "And thanks most 
of all for my dear little kitty, for if it 
hadn't been for her, I might never have 
found out that I could really walk." 



Ill 

ALL ABOUT THE TWINS 

Early on Christmas morning, Ernest 
Emerson and Roger Hill came with a 
basket and took away our little sisters. 
Buttercup and Dandelion. 

"Come, little twinnies," said Ernest, 
as he carefully picked them up while 
Roger held the basket open. 

We heard them tell Nora that they 
were going to be put in a pair of red 
stockings with their heads sticking out, 
and hung on Betty and Priscilla Alden's 
tree up in the next block. 

Whethff Betty was a mind reader or 
she heard a whisper about kittens she 
never could tell, but when she and 
Priscilla were talking of possible pres- 
ents on Christmas eve she remarked, 
''Do you know, Pris, Fd rather Santa 
Claus would bring me a soft, woolly 
kitten than anything else in the world." 
The idea, Betsey," said Priscilla, 
how could he carry cats around in his 
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pack? Why, he'd smother 'em or 
squeeze 'em to pieces with all those 
carts and drums and horns and things. 
Fd like a kitten too, but I don't 'spect 
one. I'll tell you what I do 'spect 
though, and that's a sweater." 

"What makes you 'spect that?" asked 
Betty. 

"Well, you see, when our Sunday 
School teacher came to talk with mother 
about those little children up in shivery 
Labrador, I heard her say that after 
Christmas she might have our sweaters 
and lots of other old and new things, 
for she said that Santa Claus might 
bring us some red ones." 

When the children awoke next mom- 
ing they could hardly wait to be dressed, 
and it seemed to them that mother and 
big sister Sue would never get their 
curls in ordx.r. At last they were ready, 
and down the stairs they scampered to 
see the tree. It was just laden with 
bundles and candles and ornaments, 
but no sweaters or kittens were in sight. 

They wanted to open every parcel at 
once, but mother said, "Wait until 
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after brealrfast and then we'll have our 
family party." 

At last the meal was over and Betty, 
Priscilla, sister Sue, father, mother and 
baby John gathered in the parlor. The 
shades were pulled down, the candles 
lighted and what a pretty sight it made. 

Father snipped off each parcel, read 
the name upon it and made a little 
speech. He soon found one marked, 
"Miss Priscilla." Yes, there was a 
beautiful red sweater inside, and soon 
another exactly like it was found for 
Betty. 

"Hark," said Father, "what in the 
world was that?" and reaching behind 
the tree he brought forth a red bag 
shaped like a stocking. It was tied 
around the top with ribbon, and out of 
it peeped the head of a beautiful, fluffy, 
yellow kitten. Both of the twins reached 
their hands for her at once, shouting 
with glee. 

"Let-me-see-about this," said their 
father, slowly, as he read a tag that was 
tied to the ribbon: "Fm called little 
Butt^cup, dear little Buttercup. Though 
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I could never tell why. If Betty Alden 
can tell the reason FU stay and be her 
Buttercup/' 

Taking the kitten in her arms she 
said, "Well, I can just guess the reason 
why, and I 'spected all the time that 
Santa Claus would bring you.'' 

From behind the tree came a loud, 
''Me^ew." 

"Why! Why!" exclaimed their father. 
"What's that? More cats?" Reaching 
behind the tree again, he brought out 
the other kitten. Her tag read, 
"My name is Dandelion 
I'm Buttercup's twin-sis, 
If she's to live with Betty 
I want to live with Pris." 

"Well you certainly may," cried Pris- 
cilla, adding, "I nev» for a moment 
'spected you, but I'm glad old Santa 
brought you just the same." 

There were many gifts for every- 
body, but nothing gave more happiness 
than the two little kittens. Nearly 
every day the twins brou^t them over 
to see their mother. As her family was 
fast being taken away from her, it made 
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her very happy to know that they had 
a home with people who loved them and 
were always kind to them. 



IV 
CARUSO RUNS AWAY 

One day, a week or so after our three 
sisters went away, brother Caruso 
stole out of the door, left ajar a few 
moments by Nora when she went to 
hang her dish towels out to dry in the 
back yard. Stopping to speak to her 
next door friend Maggie Mahoney, she 
did not notice the kitten as he scampered 
down the drive onto the sidewalk. 

It was a big, big outside world in 
which Caruso found himself. The 
sun was warm and the little flurry of 
snow had melted, leaving the sidewalk 
clean and dry. 

Down the street and out into the 
country, the naughty little runaway 
went as fast as his short legs would 
carry him. What a good time he was 
having, when, suddenly, he spied a 
perfectly terrible creature waddling 
around a comer. dear! What was that 
dreadful, wheezy, old animal! 
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How could Caruso know that it 
was only dear, fat, lazy, old Mr. Dogger 
Wogger, who had oceans of cat friends 
that knew him to be perfectly kind and 
harmless? 

Caruso humped up his back and 
struck out a paw at him, letting out a 
real, old cat-like spit. 

Old Mr, Dog just sat down on his 
fat haunches, hung out his tongue and 
smiled, a good-natured, friendly grin. 

With one bound the frightened kitten 
sprang to the top of a stone wall. Fear 
lent wings to his feet, as he leaped from 
one big rock to another. At last he 
stopped to take breath and look about 
a bit. He dared not turn back for fear 
of old Mr. Dogawog and he was almost 
afraid to go on. 

How he wished he hadn't run away 
from his happy home. When he thought 
of that, he began to cry, "Me-ow, Me- 
ow," but there was nobody to hear him. 

Away in the distance, across a big, 
ploughed field, he spied a little house, 
and off he scampered, hopping from one 
frozen hummock to another. Tired, 
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cold, hungry, he stood at the door of 
the cottage and feebly cried, ''Me-ow." 

The door opened immediately and a 
little, old lady said, "For the land 
sakes alive. Where'd you come from?'' 

Caruso hopped in and foimd him- 
self in a warm kitchen. The heat and 
shelter were most welcome, and he 
purred his loudest song as he rubbed 
against a leg of the stove. 

The little old lady was getting her 
supper. She looked down at him, over 
her glasses, as, purring, he cuddled 
down on the rug by the stove, and 
said, "Some young-one dropped you 
here, I s'pose. Well, FU say one thing 
for you: You've come to a pretty good 
place, for Fm just about e't up with 
mice." 

There was a knock at the door, and 
before the old lady answered it a big 
man stepped into the room, saying, 
"Fve brought your can of salmon, Aimt 
GriflSn- Sorry the boy forgot it. ' ' 

"Well," she snapped, "I was just 
wondering if I was going to have salmon 
for supper or not.^ 



99 
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Taking it from his hand she pro- 
ceeded to open it, while the man picked 
up little Caruso and, stroking him, 
asked, "Where'd you get him? Fine 
singer. Good mouser?" 

"I don't know," replied Mrs. 
Griffin. "He just came to me to- 
night." 

''Going to keep him?" asked the 
man. 

"Guess so, if he'll catch my mice. 
I'm 'bout e't up with 'em." 

Caruso began to smell the salmon 
and to cry piteously. He sprang away 
from the man and tried to crawl up Mrs. 
Griffin's dress, but she shook him off 
and finally helped him rather roughly 
under the stove with her foot, scolding, 
"I'll tell ye one thing. I sha'n't keep 
ye if ye yell like that. I hate a yowing 
cat." 

As the man went out of the door he 
called back over his shoulder, "If you 
don't happen to want him. Aunt Griffin, 
I'll take him down to the store. Got 
some mice down there, too." 

"All right, Jim," she said, "I'll wait 
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and see what kind of a mouser he 
makes." 

Oh that salmon did smell so good, but 
not a bit of it was given to the kitty. 
In order that Aunt GriflSn could eat in 
peace she finally tossed him out into the 
cold woodshed, giving him a saucer of 
blue milk. Although he was dreadfully 
hungry, he could scarcely make up his 
mind to eat that milk, and he kept his 
little pink nose at the door, mewing 
softly. Oh how he wished he was back 
in Nora's cosy kitchen. 

When Mrs. Griffin went out to get 
her wood and coal for the night he 
stole in, and got nice and warm under 
the stove, but when bed time came she 
put him back in the cold shed and 
locked the door. He crept into a bas- 
ket of soiled clothing and was just be- 
ginning to dream of home and mother 
when he heard a strange sound. Peep- 
ing over the edge of the basket he spied 
two little black-eyed mice running about 
at play. 

Now Caruso had never been given 
a lesson in mouse catching, or he would 
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have known that no cat can catch two 
mice at once. He made one big jump 
for both of them, and quicker than you 
could say ''Jack Robinson'' they scur- 
ried into a tiny hole and were gone for 
the night. He watched for them for 
hours, but they did not come back. 

Next morning Aunt Griffin let him in, 
greeting him with, ''Well! Have you 
earned any breakfast? Have you 
caught any of those mice?" Pouring 
out a saucer of cold, blue milk, she 
placed it before him, but, himgry as he 
was, he scarcely touched it. 

As the days wore on, he f oimd that 
his new mistress did not set a very good 
cat-table. The milk was always blue 
and cold. He would take one taste and 
then look up at her and coax her, as 
best he could, to, at least, serve it warm, 
but she would only look at him over her 
glasses and say, "You're dainty. That's 
what's the matter with you. Go catch 
some mice if you're hungry. That's 
what cats are made for. You ain't 
worth your salt." 

One day the pantry door was left 
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open and he stole in to see what he could 
find. With one bound he landed on a 
shelf, and, Oh joy! There was a row 
of warm, cup custards. What a feast 
he had! 

When he heard his mistress coming, 
he hastily crawled under the kitchen 
stove and pretended to be asleep. 

Just as she discovered the empty cup 
the door opened and Jim appeared 
with some groceries. He stopped a mo- 
ment to chat. Stooping down and 
wiggling his fingers he called softly, 
"Kitty, kitty, kitty." 

Caruso crawled out from under the 
stove and Jim picked him up, stroking 
him gently with his big hand. 

''Good mouser?'' he asked. 

"No," snapped Aimt Griffin. "Good 
for nothin'. A thief, too. Yows all 
the time. I hate a thief and a yowin' 
cat." 

"Want to give him away?" queried 
Jim. 

"You're welcome to him and good 
riddance," she said. 

Jim tucked the kitten down under the 
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neck of his warm sweater and took him 
back to the store, saying many times on 
the way, "Pore little feller. Pore little 
chap." 

When they reached the store, Jim 
walked over to a long shelf and f oimd a 
can of salmon. Opening it with a 
pocket knife he filled a little tin box 
cover with some of it, and what a feast 
was Caruso's. 

He just knew he was going to like 
this new home and love dear old Jim, 
and while he ate the salmon he purred 
loudly every minute. 

After he had licked the box cover 
clean he looked up into Jim's kind face 
and purred a "Thank you,'' just as 
plainly as it could have been spoken in 
words. Then he proceeded to wash up, 
after which he climbed into Jim's lap and 
cuddled down for a nap. 

Jim stroked him gently and mur- 
mured, "Pore little skeesucks, we'll 
fatten you up a bit, fatten you up a 
bit." 

The store seemed to him to be a very 
nice one, indeed, with rows and rows 
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of cans of salmon, sardines, lobsters 
and shrimps. There was a rack of 
funny postal cards that the children 
liked, but it was the show case of choco- 
late creams and pink peppermints and 
sticks with a big lump of candy on the 
end that drew the little people of the 
neighborhood in, and they always had a 
word to say to Caruso, who roimded 
up his back and stretched and purred 
as they petted him. 

We would, probably, never have 
known what became of him if Alfred 
Cook had not, by chance, gone into the 
store with a friend, who lived in that 
neighborhood. From Jim he learned 
the whole story, and he told our mistress 
about the good home the kitten had 
found without the help of any of the 
boys. 

In this happy atmosphere Caruso 
grew to be a big, old fellow, noted for his 
good nature and his wonderful singing. 



V 

ALL ABOUT BROTHER BILL 

Between our master and mistress and 
their friends, brother Bill was given 
many names. 

Although I still continued to be 
known as "the smartest kitten in the 
family," somehow I never seemed to be 
able to down him in a wrestling match, 
and our squabbles always ended in my 
defeat. 

When, howling, I would run off to 
hide from him, and he would proudly 
walk away from the conflict, lashing his 
tail like a young lion, my mistress 
would call him "William the Con- 
queror," and the "Ter-r-r-ible Tur-r-rk," 
or sing, "Lo, the Conquering Hero 
Comes." 

There was no doubt in my mind that 
brother Bill was a sadly spoiled child. 
He certainly had the greatest kilid of an 
opinion of himself. He would saimter 
through the house with a lordly air of 
ownership and set himself, like a marble 
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bust, on the piano, or the parlor table, 
if the notion happened to strike him. 
Our master would look over his glasses 
at him as he sat reading his paper and 
say, "Ah! Good morning. Kaiser." 

During the Christmas holida3^ there 
was a merry party of relatives and 
friends in the house, and Bill and I 
came in for our share in the fun. 

Among the guests were our master's 
sister, Mrs. Carleton, and her little 
daughter, Ruth. When Betty and Pris- 
cilla Alden would come over with Butter- 
cup and Dandelion, the three children 
would have jolly times rolling ping- 
pong balls with us out in the big wood 
shed. The whole family came out one 
day to watch Bill and me send the balls 
back as fast as they reached us. 

Ruth picked up brother Bill one 
morning and, hugging him, said, "Oh, 
you b'u'ful kitten, I just wish I could 
carry you home with me. Yes, I love 
you, Sandy,'' looking down at me as I 
rubbed against her shiny slippers, "but, 
you see, Billie Boy is such a handsome 
cat." 



it 
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Appealing to her mother she coaxed, 
Mayn't I have him, please?" 
Why, Ruth," broke in her uncle 
John, "Gordon Barnes has promised to 
find a home for him." 

"Well, ril ask Gordon to find my 
home for him. Please, mother dear, 
mayn't I keep him?" 

Very early in life Ruth had learned 
that the magic word, "please," worked 
wonders, and a few days later, all tied 
up in a beautiful blue bag, we bade 
brother Bill farewell, and I was left 
alone with our mothw-cat. 

It was pretty lonesome after he went 
away, for my mother seemed to think 
I was quite grown up, and left me alone 
the most of the time. I got awfully 
tired of taking cat naps or chasing the 
end of my tail round and round till it 
made me dizzy, and I was glad enough, a 
few weeks later, to hear my mistress 
read a letter from Mrs. Carleton, telling 
us that Bill was coming back by express. 

She wrote, "We feel dreadfully about 
it all, but our neighbor, who keeps the 
squabs, says he will surely kill him if he 
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catches any more, and we simply can't 
keep him shut up in the house every 
minute/' 

Next day the express man brought 
him in, and a very crestfallen cat he 
was for a day or two, skurrying behind 
the stove at every little sound. The 
roaring, tooting, bumping train had 
frightened him nearly to death, and a 
little pug dog in a cage near by had 
barked and growled at him all through 
the journey. 

Our mistress gave him a long curtain 
lecture about "bad cats that eat up 
poor little squabs," and he really looked 
quite ashamed of himself, but it didn't 
last very long. He soon began to be 
as seK-conceited as ever. 

Although we knew that brother Bill 
was begining to wear a ruff, like some 
of our noble ancestors, we did not fully 
realize what a valuable cat he really 
was, until the elegant Mrs. Schuyler 
Van Valkenburg paid us a visit to look 
him up. 

Gordon Barnes was a schoolmate and 
chum of her son, 'Tommie Van," as the 
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boys called him, and knowing that his 
mother was very fond of pets, and 
kept may kinds of domestic animals at 
"Simny-side," their beautiful country 
home, he asked Tom to tell his mother 
how he was trjdng to find a good home 
for Bill 

She was interested in him at once, 
and promised to call and see him, so one 
fine day her coachman drove her up to 
our humble home. The footman nearly 
tumbled off his seat to open the carriage 
door, and m'lady was soon ushered into 
our warm kitchen, where Bill and I 
were having an afternoon nap. 

Our mistress tried to show us both off 
to our best advantage, telling her of 
my remarkable smartness, but alas! 
The stamp of the common cat must have 
been heavily placed upon me. My 
"affectionate nature and unusual intel- 
ligence" had little weight, and I came in 
for only a passing glance. 

Although she had so poor an opinion 
of me, I thought her a very sweet and 
charming lady as I rubbed against her 
velvet gown. 
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William the Conqueror was immedi- 
ately seized upon as a prize. She went 
so far as to say he would surely win one 
at any cat-show. 

My mistress felt obliged to tell her 
the disgraceful story about the squabs, 
and asked if there were any at "Sunny- 
side," to which she replied, "Oh, yes, a 
plenty. A few will never be missed, and 
he couldn't have better eating." 

She offered to pay for him, but our 
mistress assured her that all she wished 
for her kittens was a good home. 

So once again the conquering hero 
was borne away, this time to become an 
aristocratic member of the household 
at "Sunny-side." 

Gordon told us that so far as they 
knew, Bill caught only one squab. 
When he found they were not forbidden, 
they ceased to even interest him, in 
fact, they would fly all around him and 
sometimes had been known to light on 
his head. No doubt the high living, 
to which he took like a duck to water, 
made him fat and lazy. 

From time to time our mistress read 
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in the papers how he was given prizes 
at the various cat-shows, and Gkxtlon 
brought us pictores ot him with a lot (tf 
badges and things he had won. 

Wh«i last we heard fimn him he was a 
big fellow, waggling over fifteen pomids. 



VI 

LAST BUT NOT LEAST, SANDY 

No sooner had brother Bill got nicely 
settled in his new home, when a letter 
came from Ruth's mother saying that 
the man who raised the squabs had sold 
his house and moved away, and they 
would like to have the kitten sent back 
to them. 

When they learned of Bill's good 
fortune, they decided, as they couldn't 
have him, they would take little me if 
Chester Miller was willing to give me 
up. The boy had been hoping he could 
have me for his own, but one of their 
four cats now had a litter of kittens, so he 
had been obliged to give up the hope of 
adding me to their large cat family. 

One cold winter morning my mistress 
took me in a basket on the train to "The 
City by the Sea," where Ruth and her 
mother lived in a fine old mansion that 
had been in the Carleton family for 
several generations. 

I liked my new home immensely. 
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Ruth and her mother were always kind, 
and Jeanie, the maid, never forgot to 
warm my milk or cut my meat. 

As the warm spring days came on, 
Ruth and I had many frolics out in the 
big, old-fashioned garden with the high 
board fence around it. I dearly loved to 
hide under the peonies or behind a big 
rhubarb leaf and then spring out sud- 
denly at hCT. As I rolled ovot and over 
at her feet on the graveled walk, she 
would pick me up and exclaim, "You're 
the prettiest posy in the garden, my 
lovely orange kitten," and when "Auntie 
Mary," my old mistress, came to see us, 
she greeted me with, "Why, Sandy, 
you're getting to be the image of your 
mother-cat, and your fur is growing 
almost fluffy." 

During her visit I heard them talking 
about Europe, but I little knew, then, 
what that meant. 

One balmy Jime morning, tied up in 
Bill's blue traveling bag, Ruth, her 
mothCT, Jeanie and I left the dear old 
homestead, and after a two-hours ride on 
the train, we boarded the "Aucocisco" 
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and had a beautiful sail up Casco Bay 
to the island cottage, on Sununer Hill, 
about which Ruth had told me many 
times. 

I liked the boat much better than 
the noisy train. Ruth took me down 
in the cabin and, removing my blue bag, 
let me run about and play. 

That night I had a fine supper of 
mackerel, fresh from the cove, and a 
cosy bed was made for me in a sheltered 
comer of the porch. 

Ruth called down to me the next 
morning from her chamber window, 
"How's my Sandy pet?" and I an- 
swered back in my happiest tone, 'Tur- 
r-rth,'' as I rubbed against the railing 
of the piazza, which meant, "Feeling 
great and all ready for fun, thank you.'' 

And fun we had every day till the 
middle of July, when all the trouble 
began. 

First, came a letter from Aunt Mary 
and another from Uncle John. From 
that time on, letters came every day, and 
telegrams and special deliveries. 

At last everything was arranged, and 
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one day Ruth bade me a tearful good- 
by, held me m her arms and, hugging 
me, made Jeanie promise to take the 
best of care of "dear Sandy" and bring 
me safely home in September. 

Almost before I knew what had hap- 
pened, my best friends were on the 
ocean, sailing away for Europe to be 
gone until Thanksgiving time, and Jean 
and I were left alone. 

Early in August, the people who 
had rented the cottage for the rest of 
the season came, with their many trunks 
and bags. They had promised Mrs. 
Carleton that they would keep Jean, and 
that I might remain with her. 

Now the ways of my new mistress, 
Mrs. PoUey, were very different from 
those of Ruth's gentle mother, and it 
didn't take me long to see that our 
fun was over for the summer. 

Both Mrs. PoUey and her daughter. 
Miss Gladys, slept late each morning, 
and had Jeanie serve their breakfast up 
stairs at nine o'clock. 

They said they were ''nervous 
wrecks," but they didn't look it. 
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Jean began to be too busy or too 
weary to even think of me. She never 
forgot to feed me, and whenever she 
found a moment to drop into a chair, if 
I purred and rubbed against it she would 
reach down and stroke my fur. 

One hot morning she was too ill to 
rise and get the breakfast, and there 
were great doings in the house that day. 

Miss Gladys grabbed me, and throw- 
ing me out the screen door said, crossly, 
"Will you get out from under foot, you 
horrid, yaller thing?" 

She soon came out with a parasol 
over her head. Crouching behind a 
wild rose bush, I watched her hurry 
down the hill, over to the cottage of Dr. 
Mary Sanderson by the pebbly beach. 

Pretty soon they came back together, 
and the doctor went up stairs to see 
Jeanie, while Miss Gladys and her 
mother sat upon the piazza and fanned 
themselves. 

When the doctor came out and told 
them that Jean had symptoms of 
typhoid, Mrs. PoUey sprang out of her 
chair as though it had suddenly become 
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red hot, and screamed, "Dreadful! — 
Dreadful! What in the world shall I do!'' 

Sinking back into her chair and 
mopping her face with her handker- 
chief, she coaxed, "My good woman. 
Can't you get her right away from 
here? Fm such a nervous wreck I 
simply can't have anybody sick on my 
hands/' 

Leaning towards the doctor, she 
added, "I'll pay you handsomely if you'll 
get her out of the house before night." 

"What is the girl's name, and has she 
any friends? asked the doctor. 

"Her name is Jean McCabe and so 
far as I know she has no friends. She 
came over from Scotland less than a 
year ago." 

"Can you give me the home address 
of Mrs. Carleton?" inquired the doc- 
tor. 

"Yes, but she is traveling in Europe 
and you certainly can't wait to reach 
her. If you'll only get that girl away 
from here I'll give you a generous check. 
Otherwise you get only your regular 
fee." 
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"Very well/' said Dr, Sanderson, 
quietly, as she rose to her feet, "I will 
do my best — ^for Jean/' 

Over the long distance telephone she 
arranged with a hospital in the city, and 
before the "Aucocisco'' whistled in at 
the dock in the early afternoon she 
came in Cap'n Ben's comfortable car- 
riage and took Jeanie away. 

At six o'clock, when Mrs. PoUey found 
"there was nothing in the house to eat," 
she went oflf in a fit of hysterics, and 
again Miss Gladys hurried away for Dr, 
Sanderson. Returning, she called out 
before she reached the house, "Well, 
what do you know about that! The 
doctor has gone to the city, herself, 
with Jean, and there isn't another one 
on this dreadful island! Whatever shall 
we do?" 

"Do," wailed her mother, "we'll go 
back to civilization where we belong. 
That's what we'll do!" 

Well, the upshot of it all was that they 
ate some bread and butter in the pantry 
and began packing their trunks. 

I didn't come in for any supper and 
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I had had no dinner, but that didn't 
bother me at all. I just sauntered down 
to the cove, where Fd seen Cap'n Jim 
Skillings cleaning fish the day before, 
and there I found a fine mackerel head 
that made me a good supper. Then I 
went back to the cottage and, creeping 
into the swing hammock, where there 
were plenty of pillows, I slept all night 
in the moonlight. 

Before Dr. Sanderson returned next 
day, the PoUeys and all their trunks 
had gone and the cottage was closed for 
the summer. Only poor little me was 
left, and nobody knew or cared. 

When all the summer people went 
away in September, it began to get 
pretty lonesome up on Simimer Hill, so 
I used to go down in the cove and visit 
with Tommie Black and Tabby Skill- 
ings. One night we sang a trio and 
serenaded Cap'n Jim by moonlight, but 
he didn't seem to appreciate it, for he 
threw one of his big rubber sneaks out 
of the window and threatened to set the 
dog on us if we didn't go away. 

All through the month of October, I 
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got along nicely for food, and I could 
always find a drink of water in the dish 
that Mrs, Skillings kept in the yard for 
the hens. Many times, too, she or Mrs, 
Black set out a nice bowl of milk for me 
and called me "Poor little kitty/' 

But when November came in, with 
biting winds and nights that froze the 
bits of fish I could pick up down in the 
cove, I began to have some hungry 
days. 

One afternoon I hopped in at an open 
pantry window down at Ben Johnson's 
and stole just the nicest chicken leg, 
I was having a great feast when their 
old dog. Rover, jumped around the 
comer with a gruff, "Bow, wow,'' that 
nearly scared the daylights out of me. 
I dropped it and sprang up an apple 
tree, where I watched him chew up that 
delicious morsel and crunch the bones 
with his big teeth. 

The night before Thanksgiving, I 
couldn't keep from crying aloud as I 
trotted up the icy path to the cottage. 
I was dreadfully thirsty, for the water 
in the hen yard had been frozen hard all 
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day. When I was trying to get a drink 
from it I overheard Cap'n Jim say to 
Ben Johnson, "If somebody don't take 
care o' that poor critter pretty soon Fm 
goin' to put him out o' the way. Maria 
threatens to take him in, but we've 
got eight cats 'n kittens under foot now. 
If she takes another I might 'bout 's 
well move out to the fish house." 

As I dragged myself up the steps onto 
the piazza, to my utter surprise and 
delight, I discovered a light in the win- 
dow. 

Springing onto the sill I looked in, 
and. Oh joy! There was a fire on the 
hearth, and, could it be possible? Yes, 
there was my own dear little Ruth 
throwing on piecesof drift wood while her 
mother and Jeanie were unpacking a 
basket and spreading a table in front 
of the fire. 

My! Didn't I just call my loudest, 
''M-E-O-W! M-E-O-W!" 

Above the noise of the wind Ruth 
heard my cries, and running to the 
door she called to her mother, "It is! 
It's our darling Sandy!" 



LAST BUT NOT LEAST, SANDY 61 

In an instant I was in the warm 
room^ and soon eating a chicken sand- 
wich out of her hand^ while Jeanie has- 
tened to warm some milk for me. 

I learned that Jean was in the hospital 
many weeks. 

Kind Dr. Sanderson, after using Mrs. 
PoUey's check for h^- comfort, wrote a 
letter to Mrs. Carleton which followed 
her through her travels and found her in 
London, telling of Jean's illness and the 
flight of the PoUeys from the island. 

They sailed at once for America, and 
almost before they unpacked their 
trunks, they started for Casco Bay to 
look us up. 

Well, we had a happy week at the 
island, and then I was tied up in my 
much traveled blue bag and taken 
home again. 

"Just think," whispered Ruth to me 
on the journey, "when Christmas comes, 
we're going to si)end a week with Uncle 
John and Auntie Mary, and you will see 
your mothOT-cat, again." 

On Christmas day we started early in 
the morning. By this time I had be- 
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come so good a traveler the bag was 
left behind, and I wore a little leash, 
although Ruth declared I "didn't need 
it on at all." 

When we reached the dear old home, 
so full of happy memories, I was carried 
at once into the kitchen, where Nora 
gave me a big hug, and then I was 
taken over to the familiar comer. 

There in the same white bed was 
my kitty-mother, and beside her were 
five dear little baby kittens, sound 
asleep. 

I felt like pinching myself to see if I 
wasn't having a cat nap. Surely, these 
were Bill and Fluff and Buttercup and 
Dandelion and Caruso. 

But no, it couldn't be a dream, for 
my mother let out a spit the moment 
she saw me. Over in the Bennett yard 
was Mary Louise with Fluffy Ruffles in 
her arms, the turkey was roasting away 
in the oven, giving promise of a fine 
feast for my mother and myself, and 
there she lay, singing the same lullaby 
she sang to us a year before. 

I only hoped that this new family 
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would have, in future days, as happy 
homes as we most fortunate six little 
pussy-cats had found. 
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